Napoleon Offers to Look Out for Louis
yet still Fesch hovered near, putting to the dying man
further questions about the state of his soul. But the arch-
deacon, for the last time growing querulous, begged him
to desist.
"I have but a few moments to live; let me give them to
my family."
Then to each he gave his final admonition, adminis-
tered his blessing, sank on the bolster, and closed his eyes.
The sunlight, sifting through the leaves of the mul-
berry-trees, fell on the austere crucifix, the sacred pic-
tures ; and rippled on the bed, like a stream of palest gold,
dappled with the shadow of the dancing foliage ... it
seemed so like the River of Time, flowing over the white
wisps of hair, the old ivory of the face, drowning it, sub-
merging it, though very peacefully. The contrast between
the mortality there evident and the fresh young faces
of the round-eyed children, the strong young men gazing
down, was startling. He was so far removed from wars
and the rumors of war. Then from out of that river in
which they were submerged, the lips moved in a scarcely
audible whisper:
"Tu poi9 Napoleone, sarai wn omone!"
"What's that?" asked Lucien sharply.
Letizia only had caught the words, and her look of
inquiry at her son was quite as sharp, as she softly re-
peated them:
"Thou, Napoleon, wilt be a marked man!"
But the archdeacon had passed forever up that river.
The old shell itself they laid, three days thereafter, by
the blue waters of the Gulf.